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nothing for me. You could, of course, make an application for
an American visa, but that meant waiting for many months. Before
that the Germans might be in Marseilles, or, which interested me
more, the invasion of England would be on. I didn't want to miss
that. It had always seemed to me that if, after the German attempt
of invasion, I could see the Union Jack still Moating over England,
then the memory of the Swastika on the Arc de Triomphe would
be erased.
During my tenure of cell No. 8, Nona repeatedly wrote to the
address in the unoccupied zone the banker had given us before we
left Paris. Never an answer; as I've said, there was a lot of vanishing
those days.
The coming of the Germans to Marseilles was the rumour most
current in that snowy January. The prestige of IVtain had risen
since he dismissed Laval. It was said he was resisting the Germans
and Germany was furious and would occupy the, unoccupied zone.
P6tain was going to fight them: he might move- the seat: of his
government to Africa and join Lingland in the. light. Some prophets
weren't loath to prophesy that in a little while de Gaulle would be
Pe'tain's minister of war. I feel certain that sort of rumour was
spread to popularize the old man: I don't credit the insipid minds
of Vichy with it. It came from the fountain-head of propaganda.
What a subtle piece of work to let the patriotic Trench stand by and
help a government that was supposedly anti-German and in the
meantime was playing Germany's game. But that kind of talk per-
sisted and you often enough met that queer combination of wishing
England victory and swearing by Petain. The coming of the now
American ambassador, Admiral Leahy, helped Vichy a lot. It
immensely raised its prestige, and kept many from Hngland and
General de Gaulle.
No legal road to England being at my disposal, I looked for the
other road, the one that twists and is crooked, I hadn't to look long.
Wherever I went 1 ran into men who had been in Chtwcs with me.
If I spoke to anybody who hadn't, then he'd been there before me;
if not he, then it was his brother. To go to prison was the same to
the people I met in Marseilles (I wasn't specially looking for them)
as to go to point-to-points for hunting people. Which division was
I in, and what was die number of my cell and did I know his cousin,
or his brother-in-law or his best pal who was still in or had left a
little before me? If in the street a man of mournful countenance
stopped me and reminded me of the unforgettable days we'd spent
together in Chaves, 1 would have despised myself had I turned away,
or reminded him that in the outside world our paths didn't meet*